ENCOURAGEMENT FOR THE FARMER.

The summer wind s saifffn’ round the blooends®
locus” trosa,

And the clover io the pastar’ is & big Jay for the
o

mﬁqﬂéhﬁrhﬂn‘.niwu
they fiy.

T bessa heap o' radn, but tho sun = out today,

the clouda o? the wot apell is afl cluared sway,
And the woods [a all the greener, and the gras s

sull;
i i e, o 1 s i
will

Boms say the orops ls rulved, and the com's
drownded out,

Apd prophasy the whast will be a fallure withoot
doube;

But the kind Providence that has nover fzlled us

yei,
‘Will be 0o hands ono't mors af the ‘leventh hour,
I bet:

Does the medder lark complaln, as hin swings high
and dry.

ﬂT E;nvu of the wind and i Liue of
?

Does the quail set up and whistles In a deeppoint-

od way,

Er hang his head In sflence and sorrow all the day?

s the chipmuck's health a fallure! Does bo wall,
or does ho run?

Don't the buzsands ooms around up there, Just Hke
they've allus done?

Is they anything the matter with the rooster's

lungs or volce?
Ort a mortal be complainin’, when dumb animale
rejoice?

Then let us, one and all, be contented with our lot;
Ihh.m::am this morning and the sun is shin-

ing
Oh, dot us fill our hearts with the glory of the day,
And banish ev'ry doubt and care and sorrow far

sway!
Whatever be our station, with Providence for

Mﬂuc‘rcmm-mtomtomum;
For the world s full of roses, and the roses full of
daw,

And the dew Is full of heavenly love that drips for
me and you.
—James Whitcomb Riley.

T TORNNG FON

You may say it was by luck or
chance that she turned abruptly in her
walk, crossed Union square and walked
down nast the Academy of Music that
afternoon. Yet there is no ‘chance.’
These apparently trival visible effects
have an invisible canse or succession
of causes. and Mercy, just at this cri-
sis, was led not by chance, but by
some mysterious agency outside her-
self to join the crowd who were flock-
ing to the afternoon performance of
‘The Old Homestead,” and to invest
almost her last half-dollar in a seat,

Mercy mingled with the atream
pressing through the inner doors, feel-
ing a trifle fluried, for a matinee holi-
day was new to her. The usher show-
ed her to her seat, far back under the
balcony. The subdued light was grate-
ful to her feelings. Her dress was
rather passe, and she had lived so long
in that dismal street that she had
seemed to have no kinship with the
bright and beautital in the life of the
city.

She sat facing the stage curtan,
with the murmer of voices floating in
upon her consciousness pleasantly,
thinking that she was giving herself
an initation into a new life. She felt
a sensation of relief—half unrestful,
that she was to change the old hope-
less, monotonous existence-soon—very
soon—for & new life, of which this
bright scene was a foretase. A ques-
tion hung in the balance for her to de-
cide. She was to answer to-night. No
more poor living on a pittance, in &
meager room, with ill-paid ‘piece’
work until she became dumb and un-
responsive through silent endarance.
No more lonely, unloved hours, while
youth was gliding into premature de-
cline. She wasto be loved, cared for:
ghe was to be renewed in an atmos-
phere of affection. She had been a
neglected flower by the wayside, but
one had noticed her in her loneliness
and reached out his hand to gather
ber. A soft, pathetic light came into
her eyes. She rested down upon the
thought. Love bad come to her. Who
wae there in this great city to eriticise
the terms npon which it had been of-
fered her? He had been so kind, his
eyes had been so pitiful. He had
called her & drooping violet and had
asked her to let him shelter her,

A dreamy languor erept over her,
sitting there in that warm, mallow at-
mosphere. It would be so good to
rest from the band-to-hand struggle,

You rell me a woman's pride and
self-respect should be always on the
watch-tower, but do you not see that
thus girl Mercy was drained of vital
energy at this period, so weary and
overworked, as to be at the mercy of
any passing temptation? Thera are
infinite possibilities for the soul's re.
newal from even the deepest depths,
but in its passive, unguarded state how
easy for it to become victimized.

When. the curtain rose up ‘The
Old Homestead," with its barn and old
well and Rickety Ann and soft smil-
ing sky, Mercy held her breath for s
moment, A breeze from her native
New Hampshire hills swept across her
spirit. She seemed to inhale the da.op,
salty odor of the ‘meadows’ again.
When the load of hay and the oxen
came into sight she felt like risng in
her seat and clapping her hands n
memory of times when she, a first edi-
tion of Riekety Ann, in big sun bon-
net, had perched on top of such loads,
ridden into the barn yard and jumped
from her high seat into the haymow.
It seemed ages since, and yet she was
searceiy twenty-two.

And Joshus Whitcomb! Mercy
wanted to get hold of his hand and
laugh and ery by turns as the play
progressed, for he seemed tha embodi-
ment of her father, Squire Rideaway,
now long in his grave. Just such a

bluff, jovial, good-hearted man he had
boen, as she ;remembered him.  She
joined in the bubbling langhter arotund
her, bt hysterical tears ‘threatened: to
flow every moment.

A new'lifo was flowing in her veins
to heptinger tips as she sat there ah.
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sorbing the invigorsting, wholesome
thought outflowing from the stage.|

fluence was worth that of s score of

warm, human sympathy squeezed out|
of them. To Mercy, in her present
unbealthy state of fesling, the moral
stamina and sterling uprightness of
Josh Whitcomb were like a tonic.
There was the contagion of goodness
in the atmosphere. Such s production,
sweeping its pure, invigorating cur-
rents nightly thropgh the selfishness
and impurity in the life of the eity,
like breezes from a snowy mountain
upon & fever-tainted valley at its feet,
is & veritable -means of grace’ to the
‘thousands and thousands and ten
times thousands' of weary souls and
overwrought brains that come under
its influence.

When the curtain rose upon Grace
Chureb, grand and stately in the sub-
dued-evening light, Mercy gave a low
gasp of pain, She recalled herself,
crouching at nightfall, balf famished,
in the shadow of that lighted church
not many months ago, while the self-
same jouyous bridal chorus, now
sounding behind those richly stained
windows, throbbed nupon the open air,
The bridal party had walked out—tne
bride beautiful, loving and beloved,
while she was friendless, Ah. but
now she also was beloved by a lover
strong and handsome as that bride.
groom—but there was no marriage
service on the program, and there
seemed a grasp of cold fiogers about
her heart at that thought.

When the curtsin fell upon the rus-
tic dance in the old homestead kitchen
upon the return of the prodigal, Mer-
ey rose from her seat and moved out
with the rest, feeling that she was not
the Mercy of three hours ago. The
old strong willfulness of her child-
hood when she was simply a well-fed,
healthy young animal, returned to a
new form. Her morbid self-pity was
scattered. Her pride was in arms,
She seemed to feel her father’s clear,
stern eyes upon her. Why shounld
Squire Rideawsy’s dsughter allow her-
self to be degraded by pity? Why
should she, with the endurance of the
Granite State in her blood, and this 1s
awakening womanly sell-respect leav-
ening her whole nature—why should
she accept such love as Clement Rhodes
had offered her? She rose superior to
the weak craving for affection. ‘Love
that does not offer honorable terms is
worthless,” she thought. She regained
the brave fearlessness in which she
had first come to the city of battle for
her bread. She seemed to put her
past 1ll-luck behind and trample upon
it. ‘There is something better ahead
for you," a voice within or without
seemed to whisper.

‘Courage! Courage! Be strong!’
The words sounded in her ears as she
walked along the street in the early
gaslight. ‘Be strong! Be strong!’
seemed the echo and re-echo above the
city sounds and the cry of the news
boys.

She stopped suddenly before her
own reflaction in a mirror in the light-
ed window of a millinery store. She
was almost startled at the change in
her face and bearing since she had
met her reflection there a few hours
earlier. She was no dropping violet
now, but erect and tall, with a vivid
color in her cheeks and a bright light
in her eyes, instead of the langmishing,
pathetic expression. The sight set a
seal upon her new recognition of her
own worth,

A dark face with a pair of honest
eyves was reflected over her shoulder
i the mirror, but she did not heed.
She walked on with quick’ elastic step
and turned into & shabby street, the
strong, broad-shouldered figure foi-
lowed her ai some distance.

She closed the door of her lodging
house after her and went up to her
roon. The man halted a moment, and
walked past slowly, as if in some un-
certainty.

Mercy lighted a lamp and removed
her hat and cloak. She looked around
upon her room, with its frayed carpet
and scanty furniture, with a new re-
garii Here she stood mistrers of her.
sell vnee more. The weak, wilted wo-
man, ready to bestow herself upon a
lover for the asking; had disappeared.
The play had been an elixir of life to
her.

Clement Rhodes was coming that
evening.  Aly, there was his step wow
upon the stairs! There was a shade
of easy assuramce in Lis light, tap, she
fancied, a8 she opened the dvor wide
for um to enter. He stood facing her,
hat in band, » well-made, well-dressed
man, with something in his face which
denoted & character above the male
average, in spite of the contradiction
of his act, :

‘Mercy.! Theie was a new imores-
sion of respsct in his tome, ‘How
changed you are!  Yeoi look like a
queen. I am half afraig of you.

His eyes expressed admiration and
regard, bat the nnderlyig self-eonf:
dence was not shaken. "This change!
was dwe to bis 1nfluence, he thotghr,
with true maseiline sell-estean. :

Merey. felt this and-was stang by it
intosudden disdain of her old weak
self and of him,

‘Do I look like a queen?’ she asked,
with a touch of quiet sarcasm. ‘[ feel
like one just atpresent. I am changed.

The poor, weak girl you took pitg up-
on has gone foreversnd ide-
her s 8 Lo

away s he _

was not ignok
overgrewn his highe: : -
‘Then Mercy. Rideway needs no

pity” he mid in puzled inquiry. '

‘Neither pity nor a love that asks|
turned steadily. ‘I was wesk nerv-
‘You came, you took advantage of my
weakness—you, & strong man of posi-

the weak—you would nave compro-
mised a friendless girl and broken up
ber peace of mind, instead of belping
her to regain her feet, as vou would
have snother man help a sister of
yours. | sauppose your world calls
you a good man, but you are not no-
ble through sad through. I do not
respect you, and I dispise my old self
thoroughly for listening to you.'

The man of the world changed color
at these home truths. He had been
charged upon so unexpectedly by a
brave, beautiful, brilliant woman, in-
stead of meeting the ‘drooping violet’
who had tsken his fancy, thatitis
smal! wonder he was nonplused.

‘I msk your pardon,” he said geauine-
ly. “You have taught me a lesson. [
thank you for it

‘I can scarcely thank youn for your
lesson,' she rejoined quickly. Her
outraged pride was stinging her sore-

-

‘I would give much to revoke it,’
he said seriously.

“You cannot!’ she retorted.

With a last regretful glance and
bow he left the room withou: another
word,

Mercy stood still a moment, with
those burning cheeks and flashing
eyes, listening to his retreating steps
down the setairs; then she began to
walk up and down the room rapidly,

UCourage! Be strong!' seemed to
sound over her shoulder.

There was another and heavier s:ep
upon the stairs presently, and a brisk
rap at the door. When she opened it
s big strong man with embrowned,
kindly face was standing there, and
the honest eyes that had been reflected
over her in the mirror of the millin-
ery store were regarding her keenly.

‘Mercy Rideaway?' he questioned,
half dubiously.

‘Yes; I am Mercy Rideway,’ she re.
turned witha curions prescience hov-
ering about her, as she opened the
door wide and he stepped into the full
lamplight of her room,

‘Yes. I knew I wasnol mistaken,’
he said, continuing his scrutiny of her
face. ‘That’s the Rideaway nose, sure
enough, and you've got Aunt Deb's
mouty and chin.’

‘Who are you?" criedl Merey, im-
petuonsly,

‘SBam; your brother sam. You can.
see the Rideaway features, can't you?'

‘Yes! yes!’ sha cried, a¢ she saw the
reprodaction of her father’s honest
face. ‘You're brother Sam. 1 would
know you for a Rideaway anywhere.
We heard you were dead long ago,
killed in the mining explosion.’

‘Well. I wasn't. I've been mining
and speculating and fighting my hard
lnck for years, and finally the jade
turned around and shook hands with
me. Hverything Itouched prospered.
1 started East to look youup, Got as
far as New York yesterday, and, as
good luck ison my track, went into
the Academy of Music this afternoon,
got a squaint at vour face, and fol-
lowed you. Didn't vou see me look-
ing over your shoulder in the glass
where there was so much toggery in
the window?’

‘No,' said Merey, faintlv. She was
overcome by a multiplicity of emo-
tions, and was crying softly, with her
face on Sam's shoulder. *Why! why!
is this how yon welcome a fellow? fe
ssid, in & rallying tone, patting her
head, while there were tears in his own
voice.

‘Perhaps I'm erying for joy' she
whispered,

‘Then that's all right,’ rejoined Sam.
‘I can wait till you get ready to laugh.’

‘That your besu I met outside? he
queried, when Mercy again lifted he:
head.

‘No,’ returned Mercy, rather sharp-

=

“ILasked him 1f Mercy Rideway lived
here, and just said, in case he had any
objection, that I was your brothér
from Colorado.’

‘I hate him!" said Mercy, then hid
her face again on Sam’s shoulder.
‘Ob, Sam, I'm, so glad, so glad you
come!’ she sobbed.

‘Sam didn't understand women very
well, but his instincts were all right.

‘Remember how you used to go fish-
ing with me in the lake brook when
you were a little tot," he whispered,
reminiscently, ‘and how you helped
me build loads of hay, and what, a lit.
tle tyrant you were when you took a
notion, and how you crled to ride on
the ox yoke between old Buch and
Bright?'

Mercy began to laugh throngh her
tears.

‘Yes! yes!' she assented, brightly, as
the old memories rushed to the front;
and don't you remember how I
pushed you off a slippery log into the
lake brook, and how you walked home
dripping, and T pattered on after you
carrying the trout, and feeling sort of
ashamed?'

They sat until nearly midnight
talking over the past.

‘I've got money,’ Sam said, confi-
dentially, ‘aud 1'm going to spend it
on you Mercy. You shail have lots
of dresses and ribbons and laces and

| things, and'—with a comprehensive
glance around the poorly furnished

room—* you shall have a nice place to
live in.'

‘And I want to take music lessons,
learn apd study, and be equal in every
way with other girls’ supplemented
Maercy eagerly, feeling all this as balm
to her wounded pride, though she did

nyury to analyze the sensauon. * *
Clement Rhodes spoke the truth

Talk of church going! Why, the in- |me to compromise mysel!," she re-|when he told Mercy that she had

taught bim a lesson, bt he himself 4id

cut and dried sermons, with all the ous, unstrug’ she went on hastily.| not understand the full significance of

the remarx.
He met her the other day in her be-

tion, who ought to be a protector of | coming sireet «nit, walking with her

brother. Her face was glowing with
the most attractive of all besuty—that
of noble expression. Her step was
bouyant.

As their eyes met his hand went Lo
his hat iavoluatarily, bat the quality
of Mercy's glance, as she withdrew it
and made some careless remark to her
brother, ignored him comgletaly, and
he passed on feeling that he had been
given the ‘cut direct.’

The heart of man's Hike that delicate wied
That requires to ba trampled on boldly Indeed
If it give [orth the feagrance yoo wish Lo axtract —

And since that cut Clement Rhodes
finds himself thinking of Mercy con-
tinually.

He is likely 1o sae very humbly for
her love one dayv. for he was nevaer
ignoble—only selfish; but whether
ﬁ:m_\' will recover sufficently from her
wounded pride to listen to him is not
for this historian to foreshadow —
Isabel Holmes, in New York AMereu-

Y.

This is the Way Some of Them Read.
Kinoaron Oxxteg, ()., Feb, 6th, 1888,
TanJ. W. Baast Co.

Plaase send me 3 dozen Brant's Pulmonary
Balsam quick, ns we are all out. Your Bal-
sam is n big snecess and 18 daily receiving
favorable recommendations, Our dnrg-
man, Mr. Roddick says, “No one knows the
value of Brant's Polmonary Balsam antil he
humﬁd it. Bhall not be without it in my

Flotehor Waldron snys, “Had been n saf-
ferer from Asthma for many years, and
Brant's Pulmonary Balsam gave more imme-
dinte relief than any medicine I ever tried.”
Bhip sume ns before,””  Respeotfally,
Nuepres & Winoox.

Bubsoribe for the Nonruwsesy, $1.50 a year

Presents in the most elegant form
THE LAXATIVE anp NUTRITIOUS JUICE
=0F THE—

FIGS OF CALIFORNIA,
Combined with the medicinal
virtues of plants known to be
most beneficial to the human
system, forming an agreeable
and effective laxative to perma-
nently cure Habitual Consti-
pation, and the many ills de-
pending on a weak or inactive
condition of the

KIDNEYS, LIVER AND BOWELS.

Itis the most excellent remedy known to

CLEANSE THE SYSTEM EFFECTUALLY

When one is Biliows or Constipated
=50 THAT=—

PURE BLOOD, REFRESHING SLEEP,
HEALTH and STRENQTH
NATURALLY FOLLOW,

Every one is using it and all are

delighted with it.
ASK YOUR DRUGGIST FOR
SYRUEFE OF FiIcsS

MANUFACTURED ONLY BY

CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP CO.
84N FRANCISCO, CAL,
'OUIBVILLE, KY NEW YORK, M. ¥

WHAT

! OONSUMPTI
SCOTT'S | Soiommerrron
EMULSION ggﬁgaas"mm
cunEs Wasting Diseases
Wonderful Flesh Producer

Many have gained one pound
per day by its use.

Scott's Emulsion is not a se-
cret remedy. It contains the
stimulating properties of the
Hypophosphites und pure Nor-

wegian Cod Liver Oil, the po-
tency of both bein iargg?f
increased, It is used by Phy-

sicians all over the worl
PALATABLE AS MILK.
Sold by all Druggists,
__EUO'IT & BOWNE, Chemists, N. Y.

TIDW &mes
% ASKYOR
Guir’
EDGE

SHOE POLISH
(NN @RI

F(;r sale by
:FIRST
POINT

You shiould read Trin Crica-
G0 Daty Naws becauss fpuo.
rance s expenaive. You mwat
read mz: pnp;:h Prmblr
you've always a weekly—
{:ﬂ can mow afford a daily.

g Cuicaco Dasty Nuws
costn but one cent per

when bt aweek
later,  You H\r- in the nine-
tesnth century, in the greatess
section of the greatest wnnl:z
on the earth, and you can’t
ford to be left behind,
Rewember—lts cireulation is 200,000 a da
] 23 ot

a million o week—and it costs by
& maonth, four months

.00, —ame centa day,

) :l\ —
111.':.1’! \

i)

tating, and the vegetable oils of
healing in effect.

they ARE NOT, but like all counterfaits,
of the genuine, Ask for "Ivory" Seap

Mes, B

HATS, HA

enormous Stoek of thewe goods in all wtyles,
‘lion In town stop In ot my

$14, $15

TR

USE IVORY SOAP IN THE STABLE.

HE Ivory Soar is most cxcellent for washing galled spots,
scratches, ctc., etc., on horses, for it will cleanse without irri-

which it is made are cooling and

A WORD OF WARNING.
There are many whita soaps, each represented to be " just as good as the ‘Ivory';""

lack the peculiar and remarkable gualities
and insist upon getting it.

Copyright 1886, by Procter & Gamble.

GEOC.HAIN

T b1l on dock. [le olaims to have the largegt #took of v

il Childrens

REEADY MADE

CLOTHIN

FOR THE FALL TRADE!

Of any Clothing Dealerin Napoleon. He has enlarged his store In ordsr to make room for the samo

1S, HATS.

Ifany person {8 {u need of o hat he should not fail to look over the stock of Geo, Hahn., He has An

In nny shiape or cvlor & person eonld wish for,
store. Many new styles of suits at

and $16

Others witl aak for same qualiey of goods #18.00, #19.00axd 890,40,

My Fall Stock of Fine Piece Goods

Bar arrlved and we will be glad to show many naw styles of goods, some that can be fonnd at vo other
Arat-claea Merchant Tatlors, Come and see the

RAZZLE-DAZZLE HAT

THE LATEST NOVELTY OF THE SEASON,

GEORGE HAHN.

W.G. C

OOVER,

In the city, such as Riding and

Anl agent for the Turnbull W::nn_ the hest waygon
blg Pad Lock, Wastiogton St,, Napoleon, 0.

Otice attended to for MODERATE FRES,

Our oo i opposite the U.8. Patent OMee, and

wecan obtain

mota Mrom WASHINGTON.

Bend MODEL OR DRAWING, Woadviseaslo

Bnmuuhlllla free of charge; snd we make ¥O
HABGE UNLESS WE 'AIN PATENT.

lonei()nlar Div., and to ofcisls of the U, B, Pat-
enl O

addreas C. A.8NOW & C0.,
Opposite Patent Ofice, Washingion, D, O,

Slngle and doubla Shovel Plows, iron and wood beam,
Bukos, Also a fulliine of Stoves and Tinware, ROOFING AND SPOUTING done on short notice, as
bave the only tiest-clans Huner (o town. @all and see me.  Always on haod

BUGGIES and SPRING WAGONS

—_—

A.J.Yandenbroek

Fine Merchant Tailor
L DT D OLO‘I‘HiER,

Hats, CAps AND GENTS’ FUuRNISHING GOODS A SPECIALTY.

PATENT

Obtalned, and all other busineasin the U, 8, Patent

atents in I;ul tima thow Lthoec re-

We refer, bere to the Postmaster, the Sopt.of

co, Forclroular, sdvice, terms, snd refer
ences to actual ellents in your own State or oounty,

Has the most complete stock of

Fartt mplements!

Walking Cultivators.  Also,

A full [jue of Wheol and Wood Bevolving Ha:

onearth, Theae woods are all sold at the sigm of the

W. C. COOVER.

Joseph Shaff

‘Theulduillh]l at tho old stand, withthe largest
and best stock of -

HAND -MADE WAGONS,

Spring wagous, Buggles and Carriages of myowd
make, ever offercd to the people of E:n oounty,

made of the best aelected wtock sndwupoerior

mansbip in every de; ut. I mn ared
to dohﬂ,} kinds of 'g and mf&ﬁ'}. H
youwsuta good wagon, I or earring

and see ma. I yon nnlmyﬁudnﬂ rle' dons
eallon me. 1If you want yonr horses :gla.:fnm
soall snd [will guaraptes sstisfsction.

Farm _fclr Sale.

AN B0 acre farm located in Liberty townabip. ive
miles down the river from Napoleon, aloug the
canal on Turkerfoot creok, Two baros,

houes sod V'arn with never failing water for slock.
Farmundor good cnltivation: plonty of frult; 14

Aoresof timbur, A at the ines,
sug 8-3m s Hi!iﬂ SHEELEY.

atary frame housealmost uew with cellar, well at the

E. F.& S. H. SHUMAKER,

Practical Well Driver!

Lt drive tubulsr wells from 2in. up té

4 in, caxing, upon the most reasonable
terms. Orders may be left ab this office, of
at my residence 5 miles west of Napolson, 0.,
or I may be addressed throngh the Napolson
postoffice, box 006,
tf E.F. & 8. II. SHUMAKER,




